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The Fight

He fights to the bitter end
Till the thoughts of hate
And lust and greed vanish,

Till the ego finds

His final death

Without any resurrections.

Birth and Death

Many births and deaths,
Deaths and births he knows
In his long sojourn.
But in Liberation alone

Finds his true Death
*

And his true Birth.
For far, beyond the chain
Of births and deaths
He goes to Life Eternal.

Peace

Then the warrior

Is at last at Peace

With himself and the world;

And he tastes the joy
Of a new harmonious life.
His task is done.

MY COMMANDER

Sweet is the voice
Of my Beloved.
Ah! How sweet1
The Voice of Silence,
Which is the source
Of songs melodious.
It does not chide.
But once heard
Must prevail for ever.

"From the very Highest
The Supreme Teacher
'Speaks to the Innermost,
And having spoken

Rules the heart
Without a reign.

Much have we heard
Of Lord Shri Krishna,
Who played on his flute,
And sent all
Into the ecstacy
Of Love Divine.
But it seemed
Only a myth
Too good to be true,
Until Meher Baba came
To liberate the soul
From all ignorance.